Invaders 


Author: Fiendess 

Bands: Iron Maiden 
Characters: Eddie T. Head 
Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Tue Oct 04 2005 22:03:36 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
For everyone who thought the cunt deserved a bit of her own. 


"Shane! Please!" cried Toby. 


"Hurry! Get dressed," | hissed at Mitch. He wasted no time complying. | tripped, pulling on my own jeans, and 
Mitch snickered. "Sssh! For fuck sake!" | whispered. 


Bang! Bang! "Shane!" Toby shouted impatiently at the door. 


"Hold on, I'll be right there," | called out. | bent down and grabbed the condom wrapper and shoved it into my 
pocket. "Quick, get under the bedl" | whispered to Mitch. He looked at me and laughed. 


"Are you out of your fucking mind?" he asked. 


"Don't be difficult! Just do it," | ordered, pushing him down | stumbled to the TV and turned it on, then 


scampered to the door. Looking back, | saw that Mitch had indeed done as he was told. Thank God. It had to be 
a first. | slowly opened the door. Toby fell into my arms, weeping. 


"Shane," he wept, holding on to me tightly. His tears fell on my bare chest and gently rolled down. 
"What's the matter?" | asked, guiding him in and sitting him on the bed without thinking. Good thing Mitch was 
such a skinny little shit. | knelt down next to Toby and he buried his face in my chest. "Can you tell me?" | 


implored. 


Toby heaved and nodded. "Just give me a sec, okay?" he replied. | felt a hand sneak out from under the bed. It 
reached behind my knee and pinched, hard. | cried out in pain. Toby pulled back, asking "What?" 


"Nothing. Just a leg cramp," | explained, standing up. | pretended to shake it off, being sure to kick under the 
bed a couple of times. | sat down on the bed next to Toby, hoping the added weight crushed the little shit. 
"Now tell me what's wrong honey.” 

Toby brushed a tear away. "My mom..she's dead," Toby gasped. "| just got a call from my cousin" 


"What? How?" | sputtered, pulling him into my arms. | held him close and waited for another sob to subside. 


"She was driving home from some family thing. She fell asleep at the wheel and..she's dead," Toby sobbed. | got 
up and retrieved a box of Kleenex. Toby took a couple and gave his nose a full throttle blow. "Thanks." 


‘lm so sorry Toby. | don't know what to say. I'm sure she'll be missed greatly." | sounded like a fucking 
mortician. l'm so completely useless in these situations. I've been fortunate enough to have never lost anyone 
close to me. | can't imagine what he's going through, and a parent no less. Neither Toby nor Mitch speaks to 
their father. They haven't as long as I've known them. | guess he was a pretty rotten dad. So their mom is 
basically it. They both seemed fairly close to their mom, at least more than | am to my own. Toby, more so | 
think, he's the baby after all. 

"She didn't like you," he sniffed. 

"Yeah, well nobody's perfect," | said. It's true. She didn't like me. | met her twice and both times she was all but 
rude. | thought at first it was the gay thing till | saw that she treated Mitch's wife the same way. That's one 
of the many reasons she is now his ex-wife. Luckily, | don't scare as easy. 

| need a drink," he said, blowing his nose one last time for good measure. 

"Sure. What do you want?" | asked, heading to the mini-bar. 

"All the vodka you have. Then I'll start on the gin," he smiled weakly. 


"Let me get some ice," | replied. 


"No. Just give it to me," he demanded, holding out his hand. | gave him three bottles and watched him down 
two without blinking. "And of course Mitch and his little friend aren't in his room. He's not answering his phone. 
He would pick tonight for one of his escapades. A lot of good that Paul is. God only knows what Mitch's up to. 
Probably getting shit-faced at a strip club, the selfish little prick” 


It was about this time that | remembered Mitch was still stuck under the bed. He had heard the entire 
conversation. | can't think of a lousier way to find out your mother is dead. He hadn't made a sound. | felt 


terrible but there wasn't much | could do. "Maybe we should go to your room?" | asked. 


"Why? It's exactly the same." Toby opened the third bottle and drained it. "| need more. | intend to rival Mitch 
in the drunkard department tonight," he laughed callously. 


"Do you think that's a good idea?" | asked. Toby looked so sad, so beaten. He was usually a happy drunk, but he 
wasn't one that usually drowned his sorrows either. Toby definitely had a dark side. | wasn't sure what would 
happen if he got really drunk tonight. 


"I think I'm entitled. can't believe she really dead," he sighed. | went back to the mini-bar, reaching for the 
selection of tiny gin bottles, | palmed a bottle of Jack Daniels. | walked to the end of the bed and dropped all 
four. Picking up the gin, | slid the Jack under the bed. 


"Here," | said, giving Toby the bottles. "But take it easy. There's no point in making yourself sick" 


"Come here," he said, pulling me down next to him. Toby opened a bottle and poured it in his mouth. He took 
hold of my waistband, drawing me to him. With a kiss, he filled my mouth with the fiery liquid. | choked it down 
with a gasp. "I love you. l'm mad at what you did. But | love you. | can't lose you too. Not when everything's..." 


Another tear slowly slid down Toby's face. | scooted back on the bed and offered him my hand. He fell back on 
the bed, resting his head on my chest. | gently stroked his back as he cried till he simply couldn't any more. It 
began slowly, with tentative kisses. Holding him, smelling him, just feeling his warmth. But the kisses soon 
became more insistent, his tongue urgently meeting mine. 


All| could think about was Toby, next to me, needing me, wanting me. As | rolled him on top of me, the world 
went out of focus. He was almost desperate in the way he caressed me, moving quickly from one spot to the 
next. Toby's lips fluttered from my eyelids to my neck and down my chest. He paused, sitting up and removing 
his shirt. He laid back down, pressing his body to mine. He kissed me over and over again, muttering "| love" 
between each. | ran my hands down his back, sliding them down the back of his pants and pushed him even 
closer. His tongue flicked behind my ear, something he knows drives me crazy. 


Even with our bodies so close, he managed to work my pants down He rolled to the side and yanked them off. 
He quickly hopped to the floor and discarded his own Knowing | was a creature of habit, he went to the 
suitcase for the condoms and lube. With condom in hand he looked at me then the nightstand and smiled. "Been 


whacking off | see," he grinned. | went pale, remembering why it was there and who was still under the bed. 


"Don't worry. I'd expect as much. Don't you think I've done the same?" he asked, leaping on the bed. "As long as 
you were thinking about me," he said with a wink. 


"Toby, I." 


"Sssh! Later," he whispered. "I've missed you. Don't spoil it" Ripping the wrapper open between his teeth, he 
took out the rubber and held it up with a smile. Gingerly taking my cock in his hand, he placed it on the head 
and carefully rolled it down. Toby reached over and grabbed the lube. Pouring a liberal amount into his hand, he 
methodically began to work it up and down my rigid cock. He poured more on my fingers. | sat forward a bit 
and went between his legs to tenderly tease the spot. 


| pulled him back down on top of me and gave him a kiss before flipping him on to his back. | crawled between 
his legs, lifting each and placing his knees on both shoulders. He looked up at me with such love and trust. It 
hurt. | actually hesitated for a moment but he reached forward and clasped my hand. | bent forward and slid 
into him in one fluid movement. 


| pumped into him at a slow, even pace. It was where | was meant to be. | watched with lazy lust as he started 
to stroke himself to the rhythm of my thrusts. He was so warm, so perfect at that very moment. | pushed 
his knees back towards his chest, thrusting deeper. He strained upward and awkwardly gave me a kiss. | 


moaned as | felt him continue to rub his cock. "Do you still love me?" he asked. 

"Always," | gasped. Toby looked up at me and smiled. 

| want you right here until the end of time. Never move. Stay right there forever," he cried. 

That tight ring of muscle twitched and tightened around my cock. My movements quickened in to short, jabbing 
thrusts. That warm glow began to slowly creep up my spine. Toby began to groan my name, his eyes fluttering 
and rolling back. The hair on my arm stood up as a pin-prickly tingle covered my skin 

"Close?" | asked between labored breaths. He bucked up in response. | moaned as | plunged deep within him. 
Wave after wave of pleasure over took me. | was barely able to remain conscious. But | continued to thrust till 
| felt him spasm around me and felt the warm familiar ooze hit my chest. 

We lay there for what seemed like an eternity. We were a panting, tangled mess of sticky, sweaty angles and 
curves. | could have stayed right there just as he asked. | could have fallen into a deep sleep, my manhood stil 
buried inside him. But we pulled a part. | laid on my side, lugging his limp body to mine. He wiped my chest clean 
with a tissue. "That better have been a clean one," | said with a sleepy smile. 

"What's a little snot? Compared to all that come?" he asked wickedly. 


"Come, | like. Snot, no. Not even if its yours," | teased. 


"Go to sleep," he smiled, and then nuzzled my neck. | was so content. Listening to the steady rhythm of his 


heart, | actually started to drift off. | might have even slept for a few moments before my eyes flew open 
with a horrible realization Mitch. He was still under the bed. | had to get Toby out of the room somehow. 
Otherwise Mitch could be stuck there all night, an idea | doubt either of us relished. My stomach turned when 
| thought of all he had been privy to this night. 


| sat up. "Come on, lets go take a shower." 


"No," Toby replied sleepily. "| want to stay right here. And | like the way you smell after you've just given me a 
ride of a lifetime." 


"We need to take a shower. Then I'll help you go look for Mitch," | said crawling out of bed. | grabbed Toby's 
arm and gave it a light pull. 


"Fuck Mitch! The stupid sack of crap. It should have been him instead. You think it wouldve been, the way he 
carries on," he answered, yanking his arm free. "The alcohol alone should have done him in. Why he hasn't 
driven off a cliff or been shot over a gambling debt, I'll never know. | guess the universe protects its fuck ups. 


Instead of looking after the poor ladies who raise the bastards." 
"You're just upset. You don't mean that," | responded. 


‘Of course I'm upset. My mother just died. And where's her first born? Probably vomiting on some poor girl 
that just gave a lap dance," Toby snapped. 


"You don't know that," | said quietly. 


"Don't I? I'll tell what | do know. | know Mitch and | know that's what he'd want to be doing even if he knew 
mom was dead." Toby sat up and opened one of the remaining bottles of gin and guzzled it. "Fine. Let's take a 


shower. But I'm not going to look for him. I'm not even going to tell him, not till | phone him from the funeral.” 


Toby got up and headed for the bathroom. | couldn't face Mitch, not even briefly, so | followed | stood in the 
doorway and watched Toby turn on the water on full blast. He let the water run over his hand till he was 
satisfied with the temperature and climbed in. He tilted his head back and let the steaming sheet of water 


cascade down | looked into the room. | saw Mitch on the balcony. He turned and gave me a cold stare. 


"Are you coming in? You're the one that was so desperate to bathe," Toby asked. | turned to him and nodded. 
When | glanced back at the balcony, Mitch was gone. 


